RIGHT HONOURABLE GENTLEMEN
to whom the Sunday at home . . . may mean a con-
tinuance of the terrible intimacy of overcrowded
houses, of the round of household drudgery from which
we are exempt, of the drab surroundings which they
see every day of their lives, and to whom a visit to the
cinema, however meretricious it may be, means at
least privacy, warmth, colour, life; and if those people
go to the cinema on Sunday evening, I, for one, will
not admit that Christianity condemns their action
until I am sure that Christianity approves their con-
ditions."
So Oliver took the House to Church more gently
and more firmly than any of his opponents. His final
epigram may actually have affected a few waverers,
as the question was left to a free vote.  There is much
in him to suggest the super-curate.   It would be a
charming experience for an imp to wave his wand
above his thick white hair and array him in the black
cloth, black stock and reversed collar of the ministry,
Oliver Stanley would both look and sound the part.
I do not know what is his response to pornographic
stories.  But it is as hard to think of his being tested
by bawdry as to imagine him letting it fall.  It would
be as indecently anomalous as  kicking  a football
along the aisle of a church.   There is a veil drawn
between him and ordinary men; he would not make a
helpful audience to the Rabelaisian.   But though he
has this healthy power of inhibition which is commonly
ascribed to the best parsons, many bishops and more
priests would envy him his wit.   When he has the
chance carefully to prepare his speeches they bristle
with epigram and happy phrase. These are all woven
unaffectedly into the texture of his argument. He is a
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